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Know* that it was he,in the times paft, 
Which held you fo vndcr fortune, 
Which you thought had been our innocent felfe. 
This I made good to you/in our laft conference, 
Paft in probation with you ; 
How you were borne in hand, hpw crofl : 
The Inftrumcnts : who wrought with them : 
And all things clfe,that might 
To halfe a Soule,and to a Notion crajz/d, 
Say,Thus did "Banquo. 

i . Murth. You made it knowne to vs. 

Much. Ididfo: 
And went further, which is now 
Our point of fecond meeting. 
Doe you finde your patience fo predominant, 
Iti your nature, that you can let this goc ? 
Are you foGofpcll a*to pray for this goocl man, 
And for his Iflue, whofe heauic hand 
Hath bow'd you to the Graue, and beggefd 
Yours for euer ? 

1 . Murth. We are men, my Liege. 

Macb. I,in the Catalogue ye goe for men, 
As Hounds^nd Greyhounds,Mungrcls,Spaniels,Currcs, 
Showghes,Water-Rugs,andDemy-Wolues are dipt 
All by theNamcofDogges : the valued file 
Diftinguifties the fwiit,the flow>the fubtle, 
The Houfc-keepcr,thc Hunter, cucry one 
According to the gift, which bounteous Nnure 
Hath in him clos'd: whereby he docs receiue 
Particular addition. from the Bill, 
That writes them all alike ; and fo of men. 
Now,if you haue a ftation in the file, 
Not i'th' worft ranke of Manhood, fay'r, 
And I will put that BufineflTe in yout Bofomcs, 
Whofe execution takes your Enemic off, 
Grapples you to the hcarc;and loue of v$, 
Who wearc out Health but fickly in his Life, 
Which in his Death wercperfedt. 

i. Murth. Iamone,my Liege, 
Whom the vile Blowcs and Buffets of the World 
Hath lo incens'd,that I am recklefTc what I doc, 
Tofpightthe World. 

1. Murth. And I another, 

So wearie with Difafterstugg'd with Fortune, 
That I would fct my Life on any Chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on't. 

Macb. Both of you know "Banquo was your Enemie. 

Murth. Truc,myLord. 

Macb. So is he mine: and in fuch bloody diftance, 
That euery minute of his being,thrufts 
Xgainft my nccr'ft of- Life: and though I could 
Vith bare-fae'd power fweepc him from my fight, 
Ard bid my will auouch it ; yet I muft not, 
For ceitainc friends that are both his,and mine, 
Whof* Ioues I may not drop,bfU wayle his fall, 
Who I my felfe ftruck downe : and thence it if, 
That I to your affiQancc doe make loue, 
Masking the Bufinefle from the common Eye, 
For fundry wtightie Reafons. 

2. Murth. We fliall.my Lord, 
Pcrforme what you command vs. 

i, Afwth. Though our Liues— 
Macb. Your Spirits fhinc through you. 
Within this boure, z\ mod, 
I will aduife you where to plant you^feluei, 
Acquaint you with theperfeft Spy o'th* time, 
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The moment on t,for 5 t muft be done to NiX^^ 
And foroething from the Pallace : alwayes th ] 
That I require a deareneffe ; and with him* ° U * ^ 
To leaue no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke t 
fleam ,his Sonne,that keepes him companie 
Whofe abfence is no lefle materiall to me, * 
Then is his Fathers,rauft embrace the fare 
Of that darkc houre : rcfoluc your felues apart 
He come to you anon. * 9 

Murth, W e arc rcfolu'd,my Lord, 

Macb. He call vpon you ftraight: abide within 
It is concluded ; "Banquo y thy Soules flight, 
If it finde Hcauen,rauft finde it out to Night. £ 


Scena Secmda. 


Enter (JHacbetbs Lady, and a Seruant. 

Lady. Is Banquo gone from Court ? 

Seruant, I,Mad3me,but returncs againctoNi^ t 

Lady. Say to the King,I would attend his icyluic* 
For a few words* ' 

Seruant. Madame, I will. 

Lady. Nought's had, all's fpent, 
Where our defire is got without content • 
Tis fafer,to be that which we deflroy, 
Then by deflru&ion dwell in doubtfull ioy. 

Enter LMacbeth. 
How now.my Lord,why doe you kecpe alone t 
Of forryeft Fancies your Companions making, 
V fing thofe Thoughts,which fhould indeed hauc dy'd 
With them they thinke on: things without all rcmedic 
Should be without regard: what'sidone,is done, 

Macb. We haue feoreb'd the Snake,not kill'd it: 
Shee'lc clofc,and be her felfc,whileft ourpoorc Mallicc 
Remaincs in danger of her former Tooth. 
But let the frame of things dif-ioynt, 
Both the Worlds fuffcr, 
Ere we will eatc our Mcalc in feare,and flccpe 
In the affli&ion of thefe terrible Dreamcs, 
That (hake vs Nightly: Better be with the dead, 
Whom we,to gayne ourpeace,hauefent to peace, 
Then on the torture of the Minde to lye 
In reftleffe extafie. 
*Duncane is in his Graue : 
After Lifes fitfull Feuer,hc flcepes well, 
Trcafon ha's done his worft : nor Steele,nor Poyfon, 
Mallicc domeftique. forraine Leuie, nothing, 
Can touch him further* 

Lady. Come on : 
Gentle my Lord,flceke o're your rugged Lookcs, 
Be bright and Iouiall among your Gucft s to Night. 

Macb. So fhali I Loue,and fo I pray be you ; 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo, 
Prefcnt him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongue ; 
Vnfafc the while, that wee muft hue 
Our Honors in thefe flattering ftreames, 
And make our Faces Vizards to our Heart?, 
Difguifing what they are* 
Lad/. You muft leaue this. 
Tdack 0,full of Scorpions is my Minde,dearc Wife : 
Thou know'ft,that Banquet and his FUans liues* 

Ladf* Bu 
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--7^7^ Coppie's not eternc. 

Macb. There's comfort yet,they are affaileable, 
r , be [hou iocund : ere the Bat-hath flowne 
i Cloyfter'd flight, ere to black Heccats fummons 
The {hard-borne Bcctlc,w*h his drowfie hums, 
iath rune Nights yawning Pcale, 
there (ball be done a deed of drcadfull note. 

Lady* What's to be done? 

jtftcb. Be innocent of the knowledg£,dearcft Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed : Come,fecling Night, 
Skarfc vp the tender Eye of pitnfull Day, 
And with thy bloodie and inuifible Hand 
Cancell and teare to pieces that great Bond, 
Which keepes me pale. Light thickens, 
An d the Crow makes Wing toth* Rookie Wood : 
Good things of Day begin to droopc,and drowfe, 
Whiles Nights black Agents to their Prey's doe rowic. 
Thou maruelVft at my words : bin hold thee (till, 
Things bad begun,make ftrong themfelues by ill : 
Soprythec goe with me. Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter three Martherers. 

1. But who did bid thee ioync with vs? 
3. Macbeth* 

2. He needes not our miftruft,fince he dcliuers 
Our Offices, and what we haue to doe, 
Tothedirc&ion iuft. 

1 . Then ftand with vs: 

The Weft yet glimmers with fomc ftrcakes of Day. 
Now fpurres the latcd Trauellcr apace, 
To gayne the timely lnne, end neerc approches 
Thefubied of our Watch. 

3. HcarkeJ heareHorfcs. 
ianquo within. Giuc vs a Light there,hoa. 

2. Then 'tis hce: 

The reft, that are within the note of expc&ation, 
Alreadicarei'th'Court. 
I. His Hcrfes goc about. 

3. Almoftamiletbuthedo^svfually, 

So all men doc, from hence toth* Pallace Gate 
Make it their Walke. 

Enter Banquo and Fleansyvith a Torch, 

a. A Light, a Light. 
3. 'Tis hee. 
1. Stand too't # 

Ban. It will be Rayne to Night. 

1. Let it come downe. 

Tan. 0,Trecherie! 
Flyc good Tleans, flye, flye ? flye, 
Thou may'ft reuenge. O Slauc ! 

3. Who did ftrike out the Light? 

I . Was't not the way . ? 

3 . Thr rc*s but one downe: the Sonne is fled. 

a. We haue loft 
geft halfe of our Affaire. 

1, Well, let's av/ry,and fay how much is done. 

Exeunt* 


Scana Quarta* 


Banquet frefard. Snter CMacbeth, Lady> Rojfe, Lenox, 
Lords } and Attendants m 

Macb. You know your! ownc degrees, fat downe: 
At firft and laft,thc hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thankes to your Maiefty. 
Macb. Our felfe will mingle with Society, 
And play the humble Hoft ; 
Our Hoftcffe keepes her State, but in beft time 
W e will require her welcome. 

La. Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Friends, 
For my heart fpeakcs,they arc welcome. 

Snter firft OMurtherer. 
MacbSec they encounter thee with their harts thanks 
Both fides are euen ; heerc He fit i'th'mid'ft, 
Be large in mirth,anon wce'l drinke a Meafure 
The Table round. There's blood vpon thy face. 
Mur. Tis c Banquo's then. 
Macb. Tis better thee without, then he within. 
ishedifpacchM? 

Mar. My Lord his throat is cut, that I did for him. 
Mac. Thou art the beft o'th'Cut-tbroats, 
Yet hf.e's good that did the like for Fleans : 
If thou did'ft it, thou art thcNon-pareill, 

Mur. M oft Roy ail Sir 
Fleans is fcap'd. 

UMacb. Then comes my Fit againe : 
I had elfe beene pcrfeft ; 
Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke, 
As broad, and gcncrall, as the cafing Ayre: 
But now I am cabin d, crib'd, confined, bound iif 
To fawcy doubts, and fcares. But Banquo's fafe ? 

M'iY. I,my good Lord : fafe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gafhes on his head ; 
The lcaft a Death to Nature. 

Macb. Thankes for that: 
There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that's fled 
Hath Nature that in time will Venom breed, 
No teeth for th'prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
Wce'J heare our felues againe. Exit Murderer 

Lady. MyRoyall Lord, 
You do not giue the Cheere, theFcaft is fold 
T hat is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a making : 
Tis giucn,with welcome: to feede were beft at home : 
From thence, the iavvce to meatc is Ceremony, 
Meeting were bare without it. 

Enter the Ghoft of Banquo , and fits in Macbeths place, 

tJMacb. Sweet Remembrancer : 
Now good digeftion waite on Appetite, 
And health on both. 

Lenox. M ay't pleafe your HighnefTe fic. 

Macb. Here had we now our Countries Honor,rooPd, 
Wrrc the grae'd pcrfon of our "Banquo prclent : 
Who, may I rather challenge forYnkindncffe, 
Then pitty for Mifchance. 

Rojfe. His abfence (Sir) 
Layes blame vpon his promifc. Pleas't your HighnefTe 
To grace vs with your Royall Company ? 

Mcab.[ 
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